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another. Between the halts they must keep moving at an
even pace* We assured them that they would thank us in the
end, when they realized how much less tired they were. The
men seemed disposed to respond to this appeal to their reason;
we retired to bed still anxious, but somewhat more optimistic,
and blessing the extra time we had spent on language studies,
without which such complex explanations would have been
impossible.

After breakfast we lined up the men facing the loads and
called the roll, so that the day might start in an atmosphere
of calm. When all were ready, we formed them in single file,
placing two of our party at the head, two at the tail, and one
to act as liaison in the middle. Then we set off; but, at first,
success hung in the balance. Several men attempted to sit
down and had to be hooked up with ice-axes by their girdles.
As soon as the hands of my watch pointed to the half-hour I
called a halt and sat down. This seemed to affect certain
notorious sluggards with an irresistible enthusiasm for going
on; they had to be forcibly restrained and made to rest.

The next period went better; by the end of the second .hour,
when a lengthy pause was due according to schedule, we knew
we had won the day. The coolies had caught on to the idea;
their step had become springy and their whole manner changed.
We had no further trouble with them, and during the next two
days in the gorge, everything ivent smoothly. At the finish,
the tables were turned; for when we had nearly arrived in sight
of the glacier snout, the porters could no longer be restrained,
and one and all raced off at breakneck pace across the slopes,
so that we hardly knew them for the feeble .creatures who, three
, days earlier, seemed hardly capable of putting one foot in front
of the other. The whole episode was a valuable lesson to us,
our first real experience of porter management: the story may
make the hard-bitten traveller smile, but to five novices it
seemed no small adventure.

Some little distance short of the Cow's Mouth and separated
from it by an expanse of clean sand like a sea beach, we camped
in a leafless birchwood, surrounded by long drifts of snow*
Ahead loomed the vast glacier, measuring a mile across, its
rubbish-covered surface broken up into mounds, which turned
out to be hillocks quite a hundred feet high. Peaks rose on
every side in wildest confusion; not even in Sikkim have I seen